           §1 ⋻◎⋳§

§r
     §1**§r§6VAULT-TEC§r§1**§r               TERMINAL
   PHYSICAL ARCHIVE 
     **ENTRY LOG** 
          
           

        *§6Vault 93§r* 
   *Sarah's Personal*         Terminal Log
            §1⋻◎⋳§r§
          Entry 001 - 10/23/2077
We’ve entered Vault 93, safe from the chaos above. The principles of Thelema, "Do what thou wilt," are supposed to guide us. It sounds empowering, but I’m not sure what my true will is. I’m scared, but hopeful.  Entry 002 - 10/30/2077
The first week has been calm. People seem to be adjusting well, but I’ve noticed a few odd things. The children are particularly quick to adapt. They smile all the time, but their eyes are so... malevolent. It's unsettling. Entry 003 - 11/15/2077
I've started hearing things at night. At first, I thought it was just the ventilation system, but it's more than that. I hear laughter, soft and eerie. When I asked around, others mentioned strange sounds too, but we are not so sure. Entry 004 - 11/20/2077
The laughter is getting louder. Sometimes, I hear a child’s voice calling my name, but when I check, there's no one there. I tried talking to Dr. Whitman about it, but he brushed it off, saying it’s just our minds adjusting to the new environment. Entry 005 - 12/01/2077
I’m starting to doubt my sanity.

I’ve been having these vivid dreams. I’m in a dark room, surrounded by children. They’re laughing, but their faces are twisted and
grotesque.  One of them steps forward and whispers in my ear, "Do what thou wilt." I wake up in a cold sweat every night. I don't know how much more I can take.
 Entry 006 - 12/15/2077
People have started disappearing. I haven’t seen Marcus
in days. His room was a mess, and his belongings were scattered everywhere. It’s like he left in a hurry, or worse, was taken. The children seem to know something. They keep staring at me, whispering amongst themselves. Something Smells like fart spray but I dont see how the kids would have gotten their hands on something like that.
 Entry 007 - 12/20/2077
Last night, I followed the sound of laughter to the old storage room. The door was ajar, and inside, I found childrens drawings on the walls in what looked like blood. 
The children were there, chanting softlyl rhymes while ripping Into bags of candy and what seemed to be chunks of meat,  When they saw me, they stopped and just stared. Their eyes... they're pitch black.
They were silent, then suddenly screamed "DO WHAT THOU WILT" and lunged at me! I ran! god did I run. I- I want to think this is all a nightmare.  Entry 008 - 12/25/2077
No one can shake the feeling of dread. The children’s eyes follow us everywhere. 
I found a note on my bed, written in a child’s handwriting: "Do what thou wilt, or suffer." I don’t know what they want from me, but I’m terrified.
 Entry 009 - 01/01/2078
The new year has brought only despair. Supplies are dwindling, and the hydroponics system is failing. Tensions are high, and fights are breaking out. I’ve seen more symbols appearing in odd places.. The children’s behavior is growing more erratic. They sing creepy lullabies and draw those same symbols everywhere.
 Entry 010 -
01/10/2078
Dr. Whitman has isolated himself in his lab. Rumors are spreading that he’s trying to understand the children's behavior, but I think he’s losing his mind. I caught a glimpse of him today; he looked.. wild, frantic even. The whispers have turned into shouts and I can’t escape them.  Entry 011 - 01/15/2078
More people have vanished. The children have taken over the main hall, performing strange rituals. They chant, "Do what thou wilt," over and over. The symbols are everywhere now, glowing faintly in the dark. The remaining dwellers are either too afraid to act or too confused dazed or brainwashed to care. The rest are dead.
 Entry 012 - 01/20/2078
I saw Dr. Whitman today. He was leading the children in one of their rituals. His eyes were black like theirs. He’s completely lost it. They were chanting and dancing around a crude altar. God the smell of rot is overwhelming. I need save the children. Entry 013 - 01/25/2078
The power has failed. We’re in complete darkness except for the flickering candles
and torches. The children’s chanting never stops. I can hear their voices, even when I cover my ears.
"Do what thou wilt." 
It’s driving me mad.
 Entry 014 - 01/30/2078
The chants are louder than ever, a constant drone that drowns out my thoughts. I've always had a special connection with children. I became a teacher because I wanted to nurture and protect them. Now, in this nightmare, I feel an overwhelming urge to care for them, to keep them safe, even if they are not the same children I once knew.

I’ve taken to staying in the children’s dormitory, watching over them as they sleep. I don’t know if I’m helping or just delaying the inevitable, but it’s all I can do.
My true will is becoming clear.
I must care for these children, no matter what, I love them. I love them and seeing them smile,  Entry 015 - 02/01/2078
They delight in my suffering. They laugh as they slice my skin, carving intricate, grotesque symbols into my flesh. Their little hands are cold and precise, and their eyes... those empty
black voids stare into my soul, They are devoid of any humanity. They whisper to me, telling me "do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law, and this is our will is to play.
 Entry 016 - 02/02/2078
I can barely breathe. The air almost gone. The children are falling unconscious,
We are loosing air. I hold them close, whispering that everything will be okay. I’m so tired, I can’t leave them. This is my true will,  to care for them, even if it costs me my life.

Forgive me, children. I did all I could. I hope you find peace in the end... 